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see no smoke, but there was something solid and tangible about those
two patches of gunfire. They were like tv/o mountainous islands of
sound : two towering thunderous columns, shot through with the
lesser sharp rattle of musketry.
The dusty riders before me suddenly ceased to be dim and
colourless, and were brilliant against a shining background of gold
and green. We were no longer in the shadows of the forested pass,
but out in the valley among the wheat. Dragoons, drawn up beside the
road, were not the toy soldiers we had seen from higher up, but giants
of men in the clear light of early morning.
The straight road before us slanted away from the hills through
which we had just passed, as the gaff of a raised mainsail slants away
from its supporting mast. It ran straight as a string through the
rolling fields, on its left the darkly wooded hillslopes from which the
two pillars of gunfire still rose undiminished. Far, far ahead, along
that road, scarlet-coated dragoons and light infantrymen flowed
smoothly onward, disappearing over the crests of hummocks and
flowing up again to rises beyond.
Behind us, out of the forest, poured an unending stream of infantry
regiments.
Officers near us shouted and pointed. Ahead of us dragoons and
light infantrymen had broken from the ranks and were moving
swiftly through the wheat towards the dark hills on our left.
Buell stood in his stirrups. " There they are 1 " he whispered.
" Look at 'em ! This is the last battle they'll ever fight ! "
A long line of dark figures had come out of the woods, advanced
a short distance into the wheatfield and halted, so that they had the
appearance of far-off scarecrows. More dark figures trickled out to
join them. They all moved indecisively, seeming to drift in the direc-
tion of the pass we had so recently left. From that pass the wagons
of our baggage train were just emerging along with a horde of figures
that I knew to be women camp followers and the strange human
derelicts that follow an army, even into battle.
The little groups of scarecrows ceased drifting, broke apart,
re-formed into other groups ; broke again and moved swiftly back
into the forest.
The squad of dragoons from our column had far outdistanced the
light infantrymen. Their closely massed horses slid upward through
the green wheat"; slipped smoothly and silently into the forest after
the vanished scarecrows.
Surprisingly, then, the small dark figures reappeared at the edge
^of the forest, scurrying into the open like frightened insects. From
the advancing thin line of light infantrymen rose puffs of white smoke.
The distant dark figures halted and wavered.